My Child’s Child and I

My child’s, child’s soft hand,
Held my wrinkled fingers, old,
  As we walked,
And we talked.

I spoke Of memories,
Of past stories told,
  Of my mother
Of my mother’s mother,
  Of the time

My soft hand held my mother’s, mother’s fingers, old,
As we walked,
  And we talked
As she told me stories
  of her mother’s mother.

Perhaps one day, your daughter’s daughter,
Will do the same as we.
  And they will walk,
And they will talk.
  And speak of you and me.
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